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CHINA'S GREAT ACTOR

SOW PMYIXK AT CHINESE THE-ATE- ll

IX XKW VOIIK.

A Mcllt nt the Playhouse Ilevculs
a Fine Artist Who Ik Harassed

! Ceutnry Old Tra-
ditions.

From the New Tcrk Herald.
II may surprise the unlearned to know

that the greatest actor la the world is
new making his first American tour. anil,
furthermore, that he Is playing in New
York. You may perhaps not agree with
me in the statement that he Is the greatest
nctor in the world, nor shall 1 quarrel with
you if you don't. 1 take the word of I.ulc
l.ing for It. and Luk Ling Is a man of
much knowledge of the drama.

If you wish to see for yourself go down
to the Choy Tins Quoy. In Doyers street,
tome night and sit in judgment upon the
merits, of Kon Chong Mai. You may not
take the same view of it as l.uk Ling, for
he Is It manager, and managers, you know,
sometimes look at art thtough gold rim- -

FON CHUXG MAI. CHINA'S FAMOUS
ACTOR.

ined clashes. But you must admit to your-
self that, Fon Chong Mai is a great nctor.

Had you 'gone last week you might have
rcn the popular tragedy "Son Fong Quon"

that isyou might have seen it in its en-
tirety if you had attended every perform-
ance, lasting from G o'clock In the evening
Viitll midnight. Tills is a condensed ver-
sion, for Luk Ling, who manages China-
town's theater, has absorbed one quality
of the American manager a quality which
permits him to take liberties with the
works of the great masters tea suit the
exigencies of the hour.

"Son Fonc Quon."
If Augustin Daly may "adapt" Shake-r-pea- rc

and Rostand, why should we frown
uron Luk Ling when he cuts a thirty day
play to fit In one week?

I had the pleasure of seeing a portion of
"Son Kong Quon" one night last week, and
carried away with mc a vivid recollection
of a gifted actor harassed by century old
traditions: of an orchestra reminiscent of
a hundred boiler factories rolled Into one,
;.nd a headache which defied either analy-
sis or cure.

You dive Into the Chinese theater, down
In Doyers street. You don't walk in, or
stroll in, or even drop In, although the lat-
ter means of egress Is quite, possible. Dive
in Is the only word that really fits. You
go down a couple of steps off the narrow
sidewalk, when you come to the box office.
Here you exchange the coin of the realm
for a. bit of pasteboard bearing queer hiero-
glyphics, which you present at the door
after going down another step.

The man who takes your ticket at the
door is a white man. If you are so fortu-
nate as to make his acquaintance he may
make It very pleasant for you. He will
tell you that his name Is Fred Delaca,
that ho is the assistant manager and the
only white man employed In the establish-
ment. He is a most amiable young man,
nnd It you strike, his fancy he may even
arrange it so that vou can meet the great
actor, Fon Chong Mai.

The Chinese SuiicrHtitlon.
This Is an honor, however! that Is not

lightly conferred, and you must not expect
too much. At any rate, you would have to
wait until the end of the performance, for
the Chinese actors arc by no means free
Jrom the superstitions which the members
of the profession are prone to,

1 do not think Fon Chong Mai would
hesitate to begin a tour on a Friday, even
lisould it fall upon the 13th of the
month. I bolleve he would even walk un-
der a ladder If he were satisfied In his own
mind that It wouldn't fall on him. Hut
speak to any one during the course of a
performance? Never. The thing is un-
heard of. It would bring him bad luck.

Fon Chong Mai Is a tragedian and female
Impersonator. Did he have a press agent
we should hear great stories of stolen
Jewels, of romantic love affairs, perhaps
of milk baths. But they had no press
agents eighteen hundred years ago, when
"Son Fong Quon" was written, and the
play was given last week exactly as pro-
duced on its first night In Canton.

Tho great nctor brings over with him an
all star company. Including two or three
Chinese actresses.

The amiable Mr. Delaca conducted me to
:. box In the rear of the house, from which
1 could see the stage through a cloud of

arising fiom a sea of black hats
with serious, yellow faces under them. The
Ikjx was quite large, and contained In ad-
dition to myself a party of sightseers from
the avenue, under the escort of "Chuck"
Conner, and a rara avis in the person of a
communicative Chinaman. 1 made friends
with him at once.

An Intense Andlence.
There was a sharp tlopo down to the

queer little stage, but the spectators In the
tear of the crowded house sat perched up
on the hacks of the wooden benches, so
as to miss no portion of tho play. Occa-
sionally, as the chatter of the intruders
from uptown became noticeably loud, they
wctild glare back and say:

"Too muehec talkee!"
It was for all the world like a box party

nt the Metropolitan: only It was all so
different. But the elements of human na-
ture were Identical.

The play was being given "by reqiiest."
Hid my friend, the communicative China-
man, who had seen It many rimes, told me
nil alKHit It. His version was corroborated
by the versatile Mr. Delaca. who boasts,
among his numerous accomplishments, the
ability to understand Chinese.

In "Son Fong Quon" the great actor
plays a female part, that of the young wife
of a rich old warrior who has gone to fight
a neighboring clan. At the time of my
arrival he had been absent for two years.
His son had also gone to the rescue of his
fond father, who was held captive by theenemy. In the meantime the wife, forget-
ful of her Here lord, falls in love with a
ilch nobleman. A baby Is born to her, and
she is In dtvpalr of the return of her hus-
band.

She was a very lachrymose creature, and
twice did she attempt to commit suicide,
once by throwing herself into a well, andonce by hanging. The child Is stolen from
her. and in the incidents that followed Igathered a vague Idea of a battle In which
the victorious Fon rescues the father, while
the unfortunate tnliy grows up to le a big
boy. and 1h returned to his mother. Justhow the marital difficulties are straight-
ened out I could not comprehend, despite
the efforts of my communicative Chinese
friend.

Uke most of the Chinese dramas, "SonFong Quon" is snld to be based upon actualhistorical incidents.
. A Master of Pantomime.

Fon Chong Mai Is undeniably an accom-
plished actor. H! art is the most difficult
art of the mime, the' art of creating an Illu-
sion without the aid of stage environments.
His pantomlne was superb. His impersona-
tion of the false wife moved the audience
deeply. His portrayal of the varying moods,
even to oue who had no Idea of what It
was all about, conveyed a feeling that here
was urimltlve nrt.

Fancy an lrvinz or a Mansfield attempt-
ing to create an illusion on a perfectly barestage, with no calciums, and a maddening
orchestra sprawled at the back, punctuat-
ing each sentence with the wall of weirdstring Instruments or the deafening clash ofgreat cymbals.

Could any English speaking actor Interest
his audience In a play when a placard,
rtuck up at the side of the stace. announces
that ten years have flown without even tho
dropping of a curtain? Think you thatby walking twice around the stage any
actor of your knowledge could create the
Impression that he had gone on a two davs'
iourncr?

I was fortunate in seeing both the at-
tempts at suicide. The Jlrst time the un-
happy woman personated by Fon Chong
Mai attempted to drown herself In th
well. Although It looked like a soap box
covered with a silken scarf, vou knew It
was a well, for the old gardener with a

horse's tall for a beard had just drawn a
bucketful of water from It after much ef-
fort.

Fon Chung Mai Jumped recklesslv into
the well, but was rescued by the faithful
old servant to accompaniment of an out-
burst from the orchestra. This was a
most thrilling moment. I have more than
once sat in the top gallery of a Bowery
theater, during the course of some thrill-
ing Western melodrama, in the old davs
before the gods had assumed the blase air
of the habitual theatergoer, but never
have I seen such intensity of Interest as
was pictured on the faces or that throng
of Chinamen.

Some had even mounted the very stage
Itself and stood grouped .on the outer edges
at either side.wlthout a rebuke from eithermanagement or players.

Another Attempt.
The second attempt at suicide was more

elaborate. The preparations were made
with due care. A chair was placed in the
center of the stage by an attendant.
Propped against this was a long pole,
surmounted by something that looked like
a feather duster. My friend, the communi-
cative Chinaman, said it was a tree.

Then Fon Chong Ma!, with much ela-
borate explanation in pure Cantonese, pro-
ceeded to make, another attempt to shuttle
off this mortal coll. With a long scarf
and aided by his wonderful pantomime, the
feather duster on the pole became a gib-
bet. But Woo Falk came to the rescue,
and In the melee that followed 1 turned tomy friend the Chinaman for an explana-
tion.

"Him cuttee tlee down," said that en-
thusiastic spectator. And I had to be sat-
isfied.

Finally the evening's entertainment came
to an end. and the Chinamen all left theirseats and filed solemnly out of the dlngy
llttle theater to await the following even-
ing, when the thread of the story would
be resumed. Just how they knew it was
over for the night was something of a
puzzle, for as near as I could judge there
was no denouement, and certainly thero
was no curtain to be runs down.

Fon Clionic Mnl nt Close IlnuKC.
Back of the little stage. In the one large

dressing room curtained off at one end' for
the comfort of the ladies of the company,
I was much interested in studying the per-
sonality of the great tragedian and female
Impersonator. Despite the fact that my
Interpreter was rather uncertain of his
lines, I fully realized that 1 was In the
presence of an intellectual giant.

Fon Chong Mai has never seen a dramatic
performance other than in Chinese. Nor
has ho any curiosity to visit our American
playhouses and compare his own primitive
methods with our modern achievements In
stagecraft. He Is perfectly content in the
traditions of his fathers, nor does he real-
ize that the rest of the world has left him
far behind.

I found him to be a young man of "0,
with a plastic face, keen, glittering eyes,
and a wonderful voice, ranging from the
guttural gruffness of the soldier to the
purring staccato of the intriguing wife.
Fon Chong Mai comes of a family of cele-
brated actors, and for r.00 years they have
been at the head of their profession In
Canton.

A Mnn of Learning;.
I found him to be a young man of much

lenrnlng. Indeed, how could he be other-
wise?. Ills repertoire Is large, and some of
his plays fill a hundred volumes. Think of
the man's memory! Think of the mental
training and tho Intellectual force and en-
ergy necessary to Interpret these musty
old plays! And yet Fon Chong Mai is an
enthusiast.

He has made much money. He is rich.
His salary at the Chow Ting Quoy in
Doyers street Is a record breaker, and he
has n year's contract. His costumes are
marvels of Oriental richness. Mr. Delaca
Is authority for tho statement that some
of them are valued at as much as 1,500
apiece.

In the dressing room behind the scenes,
where joss- lamps throw their faint glow
over a little altar, and where the air is
heavy with Incense, hung a mass of the
most, exquisite gowns. Embroidery in gold
and silver adorned many of them, and all
were of rich texture and bewildering tints.
Some are heirlooms, passed down from oth-
er generations, and the entire collection
represents the accumulation of several
lifetimes.

Ccntnrr Old Traditions.
It was useless to ask many questions,

for Fon-Chon- Mai was weary after his
night's work. I wanted to ask him how he
would like to appear on the American
stage, with all Its accessories, but It was
a futllo thought. He knew nothing of any
stage save hl3 own. That hud sufficed for
his 'ancestors, and It sufficed for him. The
passing of the centuries has left no nt

upon the art of the Chinese actor.
. And yet he has the personality and the
magnetism without which no actor is
great. He exercises a complete control over
his Oriental auditors. His every gesture,
his every trick of voice. Is to them the
height of art. The Chinese repudiate re-
forms, whether In the government of their
country or In the traditions of their stage.
And who shall say that Fon Chong Mai Is
not a wlae man?

A Stolen Mcetinir.
Prince Kropotkln. In the December Atlantic.

While at homo during vacation, one night
niter 10. one of the servants beckoned me,
asking if I would come out to the entrance
hall. I went. "Come to the coachman's
house," the old major domo Frol whispered
to me. "Alexander Alexelevlch Is here."

I dashed across the yard, up the flight
of steps leading to the coachman's house,
and Into a wide, half .dark room, "where, at
the immense dining table of the servants, I
saw my brother.

"Sasha. dear, how did you come?" and
In a moment we rushed Into each other's
arms, hugging each other and unable to
speak from emotion.

"Hush, hush! they may overhear you,"
said the servants' cook, Praskovia. wiping
her tears with her apron. "Poor orphans!
If your mother were only alive "

Old Frol stood, his head deeply bent, his
eyes also twinkling.

"Look here, Petya, not a word to any
one; to no one." he said, while Prnskovi.i
placed on the table on eartheware jar full
of porridge for Alexander.

He, glowing with health, in his cadet
uniform, already had begun to talk about
all sorts of matters, while he rapidly emp-
tied the porridge pot. I could hardly make
him tell mo how he came here at such a
late hour. We lived then near the Smo-
lensky boulevard, and the corps of cadets
was at the opposite outskirts of Moscow,
full five miles away.

He had made a doll out of bedclothes,
and had put It In his bed, under the blank-
ets: then he went to the tower, descended
from a window, came out unnoticed, and
walked the whole distance.

He intended to come next night, too, but
for some reason it would have ben dan-
gerous for the servants, and we decided to
part till the autumn. How terrible would
have been th punishment If he had been
discovered! It Is awful to think of It;
flogging before the corps till he was car-
ried away unconscious on a sheet, and
sent to a soldiers' sons' battalion, all was
possible In those times.

Youthfnl Years In Xew York.
Julia Ward Hoar, In tho December Atlantic.

The early years of my youth were passed
lr. the seclusion not only of home life, but
of a home most carefully and jealously
guarded .from all that might be represent-
ative In tho orthodox trinity of evil, the
world, the flesh, and the devil. My father
had become deeply Imbued with the reli-
gious Ideas of the time. He dreaded for
his children the dissipations of fashionable
society, and even the risks of general. In-
tercourse with tho unsanctlfied many. He
early embraced the cause of temperance,
and became president of the first tempcr-nnc- e

society formed in this countrv. As a
tesult of this, wine was excluded from his
table. This gave me no trouble, hut ray
brothers felt the privation, especially the
eldest, who had passed some years In Eu-
rope, where the use of wine was, as it still
is, universal. I was walking with rey fa-
ther one evening when we met my twoyounger brothers, each with a cigar In his
mouth. My father was much troubled atreelng this, and said. "Boys,' you must-giv-

this up, and I will give it up., too. From
this time I forbid you to smoke, and I willjoin you In relinquishing the habit." I am
afraid that this sacrifice on my father'spart did not have the desired effect, butam quite certain that he never witnessedthe infringement of his command.

Tolstoi' Clever Daughter.

j
Maria Lwowna. Count Tolstoi's

daughter, has. written a drama of con
siderablc literary merit.

,F3n
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HAILTO A NEW REPUBLIC

UNITED STATES OF CEXTItAI, AMER-
ICA A 1I101I.II!I.!2 1'OIVEII,

They Have Suddenly Taken Their
Place Among: the World Xntions

Xlcaragriin. Salvador and.
HoiiilurxtM.

from the New York Herald.
Now come the United States of Central

America, a nation which has arisen out of
much revolution. It is composed of Nica-
ragua, Salvador and Honduras, which have
at various times done a little fighting to-

gether and against each other. The seat of
government was moved last week from

the temporary capital, to Chinan-deg- a.

In Nicaragua. A constitution; which
is practically that of our own country, was
adopted early this month. So the new na-
tion, pocketed between Guatemala and
Costa Rica, two states not particularly
friendly to it, has begun its existence.

Enthusiasts have been stoging of the
blessings of a union of tho live states of
Central America for many years ever
since the federation made in 1S23 was de-
stroyed by strife and jealousies. Central
American politics Is an intricate game. In
view of history there have been doubts ex-
pressed as to the permanence of the pres-
ent union. Yet if the Nicaragua canal is
built there may be a development and a
building up of these Central Americanstates, which will give their institutionsstability. This new nation which has just
been called into being may become an Im-
portant factor In the life of the world.
Thero have been affairs recently which
have turned the eyes of the nations to the
Southern part of this continent. There was
the trip of the battleship Oregon, for in-
stance. The saving of a voyage about
Cape Horn might have made an apprecia-
ble difference in tho conduct of the Spanish-America- n

war. It will be interesting to seo
what effect the formation of this new na-
tion will have unon the canal concessions
given by Nicaragua to the canal. -

Political Possibilities.
There Is no limit to the effects which

may follow the formation of this new uni-
fication of the Latin republics. The three
states which are enclosed in the middle
of Central America are keeping at arms'
length two nations with whom their rela-
tions are constantly disturbed. There is
Guatemala on the north and Costa Rica on
the south. Between these two republics
stretch the mahogany forests of Honduras.
Salvador and Nicaragua. Salvador has had
several encounters with Guatemala, and
Nicaragua and Costa Rica are on especial-
ly good terms. It has always been said
when the subject of the union of the five
republics was discussed that Guatemala
was the key to the situation. The United
States of Central America look to tho north
and the south, and there Is a chip on its
shoulder. let Guatemala try conclusions
with little Salvador, if she will, and there
are Nicaragua and Honduras ready to join
the fray. Let Costa Rica throw down tho
gage of war to Nicaragua, the United
States of Central America will go Into tho
arena to pick it up.

Theoretically, the five states aro supposed
to have a community of interests; to be- agreater republic, the members of which are
bound together by indissoluble ties. Revo-
lution seems inborn in the body politic of
these countries.

The wars and internal disorders have un-
doubtedly Interfered with the prosperity
and progress of the republics. While tho
United States of America was building
railroads, reclaiming the wilderness and Im-
proving harbors. Central America was pur-
suing the game of revolution. War and
Intrigue, the creation of governments only
to be overthrown by the appearance of a
few hundred armed men, have filled the life
of the people thee many years. There was
a time when you might make your way
through Central America with the simple
direction, "Go South three revolutions and
turn one revolution to the right." Stabil-
ity of government, the completion of a
ship canal, the exchange of products with
the United States, may work wonders in
this land of change and shift.

Oldest America.
Here is, the oldest community on the

American continent and yet the lust to
take to itself a government which gives
some" sign of being an abiding one. Years
before Jamestown was founded Spain had
planted her colonies here and had ground
tile natives under her heel. The ruins of
once wealthy and influential cities still at-
test the story of wealth and grandeur.
Structures over the roofs of which centuries
have passed remain to tell of the civiliza-
tion which came to the land of republics
ami revolutions.

It was on this neck of land that Co-
lumbus set foot when he first reached this
continent. That was in lu02. Twenty
years passed by and then the conquerer of
Mexico Hernando Cortes hearing stories
of the fabulous wealth of the countries
which lay below, started south with tinarmy of seasoned mallclad veterans.

He reached his destination after two
years of almost Incredible hardship. Ho
conquered Guatemala. The natives were
slaughtered by the thousand. The conquer-
or or his lieutenants possessed the land.
Granada, in Nicaragua, was founded and a
civilization was built up on this continent
which the Spaniards had largely learned
from the Moors. In Granada many of tho
old buildings still stand.

All the countries of Central America were
united under the name of Guatemala and a
captain general presided over them. Those
who have followed the history of Spain
know how the proud old land ruled her
Central American possessions. Tho native
race was decimated under the hardships
Impose by its conquerors. The labor
on the plantations and tho toil In the
mines brought death. Europeans and
negroes were brought to the country.

Then Mexico gained her freedom. Then
the Central American provinces of Spain
demanded Independence and in 1S21 they re-

ceived It. The Federal Union of Central
America was founded In 1S23. and until
the close of 1S39 It held the live states to-
gether. The states withdrew one by one.

With this period the name of General
Marazon will always be associated. He
was one of the founders of the union.
Even after It had gone to pieces he tried
to Join together the fragments to get
the blocks which formed this puzzle of five
Into regular order again. He was shot at
San Jose, in Costa Rica, in 1S12. whither
he had gone to attempt a. coup In the in-
terests of a unified Central America.

Unsuccessful Attempt!.
Several efforts have bt-e- made since

that. Unrest was the leading trait In the
political chatacters of these republics.
Revolutions sprang up from time to time
in all of them. It was charged by each
republic that Its neighbor or neighbors
were giving aid to the revolutionists which
she had expelled from her borders. Less
than a year ago Nicaragua came very
near going to war with Costa Rica on ac-
count of such a charge. Her president im-
prisoned a Costa Rlcan consul at Managua.
Troops were marched to the frontiers and
a treaty of peace was finally signed.

An unsuccessful effort was made by
Guatemala In 1S72 to effect a union of the
states. General Justo Rufus Barrios came
very near forming an organization in 1S5T.

lie discovered that Salvador was treacher-
ous and marched against it. He conquered
the Salvadoreans, bdt fell a victim to
sharpshooters. Bv a treaty concluded nt
Analapa in ISM all five of the republics
formed a federation, which was called tho
Greater Republic of Central America, it
amounted to little more than an agree-
ment to leave questions In dlpute to a
diet of deputies appointed from the various
republics. It will, of course, be supersed-
ed by the formation of the United States
of Central America.

Diplomacy has sought to do everything
possible to restrain jealousy and dissatis-
faction In this new nation. The presidents
of the states become governors, it has
been agreed that none of them shall be-
come a candidate for president of the new
lepubllc, who will be chosen on December
13. The successful candidate will be In-
augurated next March. The new capital,
Chlnnndega, is in Nlrcaragua, out he Pa-
cific side. The temporary capital Ana-
lapa. was In Honduras, on an Island In
the Bay of Fonseca.

If the resources of this new nation were
properly developed it would become a rich
and peaceful nation. The forests of all
three of the countries are rich in mahog-
any and dyewoods; gold and silver have
been found, there Is an abundance of coal,
and. there are fortunes in coffee and trop-
ical fruits. The future of this trio of
republics depends In a targe measure as.
to what policv may be pursued with re-
gard to the Nlcaraetian canal. The pres-
ent concession expires next year. The
United States of America, it will be re-
membered, sent a delegation of officers
and engineers under Admiral Walker to
make on examination of canal routes. It
Is proposed to use the San Juan river, tho
boundary between Nicaragua and Costa
Rica, and Lake .Nicaragua as a part of
the proposed waterway across Centrl
America.

Nicaragua Is as large as the group cfstates including Maine. Massachusetts,
Connecticut and Rhode Island. Honduras

is about the size , of Ohio. Salvador is 140
miles long and sixty miles In breadth.Nicaragua has besn the scene of manv
conflictr. The old cities of Granada and
L on warred for fifty years as to which
should be the capital of tin- - state. Leon,
which is now partially in ruins, repre-
sented tlie liberal party, and Granada the
ccrsorvalive. General William Walker, a
New Orleans editor, and a distinguished
scholar, was invited to the country In 1S.VJ.
He seized the supreme power, uartlv de-
stroyed the city of Granada, and ruled
with a high hand. Tin- - neighboring states
aided his enemies against liim. anil ex-
pelled him from the He returnedto Truxillo, in IMo. where he was shot.Salvador, the smallest of the three, hasalways been an aggrerslve state, and hasnot been behind her neighbors in wars
and revolutions. The capital. is San Sal-
vador.

A FAMOUS POET'S SISTER.
Her llmise In the Shrine of

Heine's Countless Ad-

mirers.
A few weeks ago Charlotte Embden, a

quiet old lady, celebrated her OSth birthday
anniversary In Hamburg. She became fa-
mous through her brother, the German
poet. Henry Heine. She is still in full pos-
session of her mental and physical facul-
ties, and a chat with her is most interest- -

CHARLOTTE EMBDEN.
Sister of the Poet Heine.

ing by reason of her own sound judgment
and keen appreciation of humor, as much
as by her wonderful memory. Her house
is looked upon as a shrine of the countless
admirers of Heine, ns she was the 'favorite
sister and only confidante of the poet. The
late Empress Elizabeth, of Austria, also
an ardent admirer of Heine's poems, once
called uM)ii Charlotte Embden. In the fall
of 1ESS. on a bleak morning at 10 the"Countess Von Hohenembn." the usualincognito name of the empress, was an-
nounced to Frau Embden. The reply was
that the old lady could not be seen so
early in the day. But the situation quickly
changed when the servant was sent In
again with the message that the empress
of Austria wished to see the sister of
Heine. Probably the old lady had never
dressed so quickly in her life. A few min-
utes afterward tho two ladles sat In lively
conversation, continuing for the rest of themorning. "Never." she said later on, "did
two hours liy away faster than while talk-
ing with her majesty in her own simple
way." The nonagenarian still delights in
the kindness of the empress, and considers
this as the most beautiful episode in herlong life. The portrait here reproduced
is taken from a drawing made on herbirthday, three weeks ago.

. THENEW GIBSON GIRL

She In Jofiyim Holland, Who Went
to Xew York From Denver

n Month Aro.
The New York World has this to say of

Mr. Gibson's new model! Miss Jobyna Holl-
and, who. like Lochinvar, came out of the
West, has conquered New York's studios"
with her statuesque loveliness. She Is. tall,"
divinely fair, and combines the graces of
the Du Maurier, Wenzel and Gibson girls
In one.

Less than a month ago she stepped from
a Denver express to Gotham flagstone.

MISS JOBYNA HOWLAND.

Once here. It was quite by accident she
happened upon this studio life of hers.
She needed something to occupy her mind
from a bereavement at home, and to keep
the pennies tripping into her purse. Walk-
ing through an nrt gallery one morning
she thought of a plan: She would call at
some artist's studio and tell him she want-
ed to pose for his society sketches.

That was just three weeks ago. and now!
Well, you are a very lucky mortal. In-
deed, good sir. If you get Miss Howland's
nam on your pose list at all.

Miss Hnwland possesses all the attributesan artist's model need possess the slender,
graceful figure, combined with an impas-
sioned, intellectual face.

She measures just six feet from the heel
of her foot to the crown of her red gold
hair. She carries herself like a queen.
One wonders, sometimes, if she hasn't just
stenped from a canvas.

"I'm a born Bohemian." she laughed,
"and always loved to prowl about studios,
and somehow I think I mighthave been halfa success as an artist if I'd tried.

"One must get into the spirit of a picture
If one is to pose well, I find," she said.
"The first !:etch 1 ever sat for was a
society girl looking disdainfully at some in-
visible macullne admirer. The artist kept
saying. 'Now, you know he Is 'way beneathyour notice! He's Just too Insignificant
for anything! You can't treat him with too
much scorn!' Sly nose kept getting higher
and higher, and the droop to my cvelids
lower and lower, and I actually felt an In-
sufferable disdain for my Invisible wooer.
And again, when I posed as a disconsolateyoung thing I was made to feel that my
heart was breaking. The corners of my
mouth drooped and my eyelids quivered.

"So it Is with every emotion one wishesto depict. One must catch the spirit of
it. else it is useless Jo try.

"Do you know, the eyebrows are reallvthe most expressive? One rarely thinks
how much play they give to the face whenspeaking. Why, when one poses for apicture one brings them into every con-
ceivable expression of feeling."

A Jewish Trilby.
From Harper's Magazine.

An interesting example of the influenceof the life about them Is In the plav ofTrilby. The plot is from the Americanplay, and many passages are almost iden-
tical. The local color and character, how-
ever, have suffered as complete a 'transla-
tion Into Yiddish terms as the language.
Trilby's name easily becomes Tilly. Taffy
Is Hen- - Gottlieb, and Little Billce Is HerrWerner. Svengali is Herr Hartmann. andthe racial distinction of which Du, Mnur-i- er

made so much Is perforce Ignored. Thecharacters seems all to belong to one fam-
ily, and Svengah Is Little BlUee's uncle,
let the permanence of stage traditioncrops out in his nose. Not content withwhat nature had lavished on him, he builtit a story or two higher on the bridge.

POKER RUINS A BANK

GAMES THAT UKOLGIIT DISASTER TO
AX I.NSTITLTIOX IX ItBXO.

Four Aif Good Collntiral Unnker
Who I'liriilabetl Fiinclx to Lorc'a

OjipiinentN Forced Out of
linnklng; IlualneoN.

From the CMraio Inter Oeaa.
Another poker game, or rather the con-

tinuation of one which began when John
Love, Colonel Reed. Lucky Sanders and
Plugger Joe struck tho mining camp, two
months before, was on. The "parlor" of
the Reno hotel, with its side door open-
ing into the bar. was the scene of the
contest. More than a thousand times the
little old marble top table had been fairly
covered with greenbacks, silver and gold,
while seated around it prosperous miners,
like these four, hud battled with Dame
Fortune.

John Love had come to Reno from the
East. Big. jolly and good natured, he was
the brunt of all the jokes the horde of
miners in the hotel could conceive. Rut
he was a poker player. With five cards
in his hands and a high stack of yellows
and blues, he would back his judgment
until the last check had passed into tho
hands of his adversaries and the last dol-
lar from his pocket. These four played
for cash and cash.only.

"Put you' papah In the stove. Gentlemen
nevah ask favors in a gentleman's pokah
game," Colonel Reed had frequently ob-

served when paper was orfexed In lieu of
cash. And the colonel was a poker player
also. He played with a calm deliberation
which threw his companions entirely eft
guard. Lucky Sanders, so called because of
his good fortune at poker, his first name
having never been known to his compan-
ions, was a quick player. A glance at Ills
five cards and his draw settled It with
him.

Plugger Jones had acquired his Christian
name because of his auxietv to spend all
his waking hours at the Reno hotel poker
table. When Plugger got up in the morn-
ing his first act was to "low" to someone
that he "wouldn't mind slttin' in." Herarely failed to have a quorum seated
about the marble top table before the din-
ner hell was heard. It was so on this
occasion, and Love and the colonel seemed
to have all the luck. Thus the game
ran until Lucky and Plugger saw theirpiles of checks each representing $100 dis-
appear one after the other. Lucky was
dealing and he asked Plugger, who sat
at his right, to cut the cards.

"Shucks. Go on. I'll see if I can't drap
on sometliln' without cuttln"," he said.

Grcuteat of Their (tames.
The pasteboards were dealt without the

cut. The colonel as usual was in calm de-

liberation after picking up his hand. Jones
seemed suddenly to become serious, and
threw his cards into the discard with an
oath. Lucky peeked at his just as Love
covered the colonel's ante with a 10 raise.
Lucky's cards followed Plugger's Into the
deck. But the colonel came back at Love
with a i0 raise. I,ove looked again and
raised the pot another Jpo. The colonel
met the raise and called for two cards.

"You tins are up against t'other now. I
guess," Lucky remarked. Love stood pat
and bet MOO. The colonel stood pat and
raised $100. raised $100 more. So did
the colonel. Plugger nearly fell from his
chair when Love made another $100 raise,
and suggested that "the limit be drapped."
The colonel aijreed. and began to count
his pile. "Seven forty-three- ." he said, as
he flushed It Into the center of the table.

"Here's $179. All I got here. I'll write
vou an I. O. U.," Love said, pushing his
pile into the mass of sreenbacks and gold.

"No gentleman would offah papah." the
colonel said, as he had tinder similar cir-
cumstances a thousand times before.

The remark seemed to anger Love.
"Plugger, burn up all the cards hut our

hands." he ordered, and Plugger gathered
up the discards and deck and threw them
Into the open stove.

"Colonel. I propose to see them cards of
vourn. Will you trust me on the honor of a
gentleman to leave the room for more mon-
ey? Write your own name on the hack
of each card."

Hankers Became Their Backer.
The colonel did as requested and passed

over his hand face downward for Love to
mark. Then Love left the room. He bent
his footsteps toward the larger of the two
banks of Reno. At the doorway he encoun-
tered the president of the institution.
George Thomas. Pulling his cards from
his pocket he laid them before Thomas, ana

"George, mo and the colonel is it.
What's them worth?"

Thomas' eyes fairly stood out of their
sockets as he surveyed the pasteboards.
"Them's wuth the wholo sheebang," he

A few minutes later Thomas, with his
pockets bulging, accompanied Love to the
Reno hotel parlor.

"Colonel, this gentleman sees yo' ral'e
and raises you a thousand." Love said,
loylns a stack of bills on tho table with
the heap of greenbacks and gold.

The colonel slanced at Thomas. "Walt
ten minutes. No gentleman would offah
papah." he said, and he forthwith dlFai-pear- ed

from the room. He walked around
the rorner of the hotel to the second bank
of Reno. Stepping to the cashier's window
he asked for "Bill Dawson," the owner of
the institution. Bill came around the par-
tition.

"Bill, look nt these an' tell me what yo'
think they Is wuth."

A glance sufficed BUI. "Holy snakes and
grasshoppers," he said. "Colonel, them Is
worth every cent in this bank."

Two minutes later Bill Dawson and the
colonel appeared at the hotel parlor. Daw-
son saw Thomas and nudged the colonel.
The two bankers glared at each other, but
neither spoke.

"See you and raise you five thousand."
the colonel said, laying a pile of bills In the
heap.

By this time the news of the fierce poker
game had spread about Reno and a score
of miners were soon crowding about the
players. Thus the betting went on. .V,000
at a time, until the resources of both
banks were exhausted. Love's last bet
was $7,r0 and the colonel called it.

IlreaklnBT of UniTNona Hank.
Every one in the room stood on tiptoe

and the deepest silence prevailed, for every
one knew that thn fate of one of the two
banks hinged on those poker hands. Love
locked so serious that his old acquaint-
ances standing near gazed In wonder at
him. With deliberation he threw his five
raids, on which hinged the fate of 1 horn-a- s'

or Dawson's bank, on the table before
him, face downward.

"Colonel, look at that wrltln' and tell
the boys If those are the five cards I held
In the game," he said.

Thu f'nlniiot lnntfpri a tile r.n
I the back or each card and. after nodding

assent, he laid his hand face downwaid
for Love's inspection.

"All right, colonel," Love said.
Thomas and Dawson, both confident,

weie glaring at each other when Love
turned over one card. It was the ace of
spadys. The miners leaned forward and
Love turned over the ace of hearts. Then
he exposed the ace of clubs. Dawson and
the colonel looked at each other, and hoth
colored slightly. Then Love turned over
the tray of spades. The two men looked
wonderlngly at each other. They knew
that the next card meant life or death for
Dawson's bank. Love did not hesitate a
rroment before he turned over the ace of
diamonds. The colonel and Dawson seemed
stunned for a moment. The colonel was
the first to act. Taking up his five cards
he tore them In two and. walking over to
the stove, threw them into the fire. Daw-
son looked at Love as he raked In thepile of currency, gold and silver to ids
side of the table. Then he left the room
and. three minutes later the doors of Daw-ton- 's

bank were closed for all time.

The l.nnt Dnyx of Cnrlyle.
Thomas Carlrle, In the December Atlantic.

He generally spends his mornlnjcs till
about half past 2 o'clock between lying on
the sofa, reading In his easy chair, andsmokipg an occasional pipe. At half past- he goes out to drive for two or two anda half hours: sleeps on the sofa till dinnertlme fhalf nast fit. thon nfrpr iltnnt aiA..unnoln n t h 1.., .a,. ..nn.t .. ,ft"'t, Ha;- - icu. icuua. iff AJIlUKeS. iortalks, or lies on the sofa till bedtlm le.which i liilinllv nhnnf mlrinlf-h- t nn.tZ ,t ,. i , - O.ll. UIIU 30
cjiuo me ua. lie luuits er wen in tnoface, has a fine, fresh, ruddy complexion,
and an immense quantity of white hair:his voice is clear and strong, he sees andhears quite well; but lor the rest as I"
have said, he Is not good at moving about.In general he is wonderfully good humoredand contented, and on the whole carrieshl eighty-fo- ur years well. Heidcstrcs meto send you his kind love, and his good
wishes: as you know, he writes to no-
body at all. I do not think he has writ-ten; a letter, even dictated one. for over ayear.

GIRL LAUGHED FOR 3 DAYS.

She Was Cored aa Mynterlonsly Told
liy Wrathful Gypsy.

Woman.
A Boston paper says that a very remark-

able case has been attracting the atten-
tion of the people and puzzling country doc-
tors In one of the new settlements on
the San Joaquin river. In Texas. A popu-
lar and very pretty young lady, while seat-
ed In church, was suddenly seized with an
uncontrollable desire to laugh, though she
was well aware of the 'fact that she had
not seen or thought of anything calculated
to originate such an emotion.

The young lady, whose name Is Sallle
Holllns. Is fairly well cduented, very
full of life, and possessed of more than
ordinary intelligence. Utter In the day.
when she had laughed herself sick, herfather concluded to send for a doctor.When tho physician arrived he was evi-dently very much puzzled, and franklyadmitted that he had never witnessed asimilar case. He thought that his patientwas In some way the victim of a band ofwandering gypsies that had recently beencamped in the neighborhood, and he con-
cluded that the.-- e fiends had posib!ydrugged her with hasheesh. Miss Salliewas questioned on the subject, hut she de-
clared that her knowledge of the gypsieswas limited to a short visit, which shemade to their camp in company with afew of her friends, and she Insisted thatshe did not eat or drink anything offeredto her by these strange people.

It was now' remembered that when theyoung people visited the camp of nomads

MISS SALLIE HOLLINS.

that trip Sallie. had refused to "have her
fortune told." and that she had made a
remark which offended the old crone who
pretended to read the stars. The young
girl is very popular in the. neighborhood
and her friends came to the conclusion
that the old gypsy woman had done some-
thing to-th- e girl "put u spell on her." the
old grandmothers said.

As the girl grew worse the young men
of the neighborhood became more violent
in their talk and threats about the gypsies.
Finally a dozen of them got together and
determined to follow the meandering hand
nnd make the old crone release the girl
from the "spell" that they were sure the
wicked woman had cast upon her. On thesame day the young girl's father had con-
cluded to take her to Galveston. In the hope
of finding some specialist who could cure
her. The poor girl had now been laugh-
ing for three days and nights and she
was so very weak that she could not speak
above a whisper.

The San Joaquin river was very much
swollen, and It was necessary for the
father and his afflicted daughter to cross
it In a small canoe.

Mr. Holllns Is rather an old man, and
he staggered and dipped the canoe con-
siderably In attempting to reach his seat.
This frightened the young girl, and

the two, In their efforts to balance
the boat, they turned It over. The girl
dlappeared In an instant and came to the
surface ten or more steps down the stream.

The, old man was easily rescued, hut
the girl was further from the shore when
tlie boat capsized, and she was swept
away by the current. Several voung
men. at once plunged into the stream, and
when she came to the surface the second
time, fortunately om of them was within
reach of her. and he dragged her ashore.
The first words she uttered after getting
the water out of her lungs were:

"I am cured: I could not laugh now If
I were to try." .Her parents and friends
were greatly rejoiced when they found
after some hours that she had really re-
covered from her peculiar affliction, and
they were wondering as to the efllcacy of
a cold water bath as a remedy for laughing
when the crowd of young men who had
followed the gypsies returned with a story
that added a new feature to the girl's sud-
den recovery. They had found the old
crone, and upon questioning her they be-
came convinced thdl she had "put a spell"
on the girl, and two of their number stood
the men off with Winchesters while one of
the others brought a rawhide quirt down
over the old crone's shoulders.

"Take the spell off of her or I will whip
you to death." he shouted. After a

the old woman threw up her hands
and implored him to spare her.

"She is well now," she exclaimed; "praise
the flowing waters!"

One of the young men happened to notice
his watch, nnd he says it was just 10
o'clock when the old crone declared '.hat
the girl was well. One of the women at
Mr. Hollins" house says that, being anxljus
for fear that Mr. Holllns and his daughter
would miss the train, she looked at the
clock and it was striking 10 when she saw
the boys plunging Into the river to rescue
the sick girl.

And now. more Is the mystery. Miss Sallie
says that she feels no desire whatever to
laugh, and that she would not even smile
for a deed to a gold mine, but she does
not know whether to attribute her recov-
ery to the cold water of the San Joaquin
or the lash that was applied to the old
gypsy woman's shoulders. Taken alto-
gether, it Is certainly a remarkable case.

The young lady says that she could not
have endured the awful agony of laughing
many hours longer, and she Insists that
when she was struggling in the water and
thought that she was drowning that she
plainly saw the face of the hideous old
gypsy as certainly as she ever saw any-
thing in her life. This, taken In connection
with the old crone's strange words with
reference to the "flowing waters." which
could not have been accidental, makes even
the mo.--t skeptical regard the case In won-
der and amazement.

Preferred n Solo.
A gushing, sentimental girl and her

aunt sat on a green hillside, the
aunt endeavoring to enjoy nature. w;hile
her niece discoursed of things far and near
without a noticeable pause for breath.

At last she. spoke of the lieautles of the
landscape at a great length. "I love to
listen to the music of that brook ns it
babbles on and on." she said, unwisely.

"Yes." said the aunt, seizing her first
opportunity, "the babbling of a brook is
a pleasant sound, my dear. I think I
prefer It as a solo, however, rather than
with another part. I don't care so much
for a babbling duet."

Then for a few delightful moments there
was silence on the green hillside.

GODDESS OF THR YUKON'- -" TO WHO
(Picture nnd text from the Yukon

Now since Dawson's Incorporation is a
known quantity, the maddening race for
office 13 on In' all Its rury. Caucusses are
being held by the' selected few to learn the
strength of the proposed candidates and to
gauge their running qualities.

If all was told It woulcT reveal a story
of .burning ambitions. And since a few cfthe Kl Dorado kings have expressed a de-
termination to get into the light it haschanged the complexion of affairs hi sev-
eral quarters. Besides the well knownresidents, there are others who nre lying
low, ready to spring up When the time la
ripe for making a good start. Tn candl- -

BARD OF AVON'S END;

SHAKESPEARE'S DEATH ASCIUBEr
TO A "31ERUY MEETIXG." J.

Great Men Drank Too Hard-P- Hy for'
Posterity That the Rev. Mr. John ,!

Ward C'unld Xot Have 'J

Been There.

From the London Ttlesraja. -
The work of the recent 12Sth session ofj

the London Medical Society was begun,
at the rooms of the society, int
Chandoa street, by a short introductory1
address from the president. Edmund Owen.;
surgeon to St. Mary's hospital, who re- -i
marked that among the many treasures'
of their library were fifteen volumes of J
manuscript, which formed the diary on
commonplace book of the Rev. Mr. John'
Ward. M. A.. Oxon, who was vicar or!
Stratford-on-Avo- n from 1662 to 1CS1. Hav
ing taken his M. A. degres in ICC Ward
left Oxford for London to study anatomy"
nt the Barlr-Chyrurgeon- 's hall. In Monk--we- ll

street (where Dr. Scarborough, tho
frend of Harvey, was giving demonstra-
tions), and to acquire a general knowledge
of the healing art.

Not very many years ago Jt wa quite
usual for the professions of divinity and
medicine to be combined in the one In-
dividual, and It was to be admitted that
the custom still lingered In the persons or
certain viscars and vbjearessess. who were
unable to keep themselves from dabbling:
In parochial medicine and quack remedies.'Not. a few country villages still containedsuch unorthodox practitioners, who dis-pensed medical advice to the peril of theirparishioners and often to theannoyance of the local doctor.But the Rev. Mr. John Ward was not anempiric of this sort. He had worked dili-
gently to ncquirc a knowledge of the medi-
cal profession and was doubtless wU lutedt practice jt under the license which he.probably rei eived from hU bishop at thetime that he entered upon hi clericalduties In his diary Ward asked hlrawifspecially to remember that he must "studiesuch diseases as are peculiar to women
and also to children, so as to be rtady atthem when I come- Into the countrv-.- " Hoevidently meant to be a good, all aroundman.

In lilt Xotchnok.
But the point to which Mr. Owen special-

ly referred was that on taking up his work
in Stratford-on-Avo- n in the forty-sixt- h,

year after Shakespeare's death.Watd must,
both ns vicar and doctor, have been toldof many facts concerning the bard by thoo
w.h0 'V.'1 1"t'n intimately acquainted wlt'.iaim Unfortunately he did not recordmuch about him in those memorandumIwoks: what he did say had been seizedupon by the Industrious Halllwell-Phllll-

and duly recorded In his "Lire of Shakcs-Ienre- ."

This was one or the extracts, and. comi-ng- as It did from a hlghlv educated man.who had lived In the village of the Shakes-peare- s.
It was or undoubted biographicalvalue: 'I nave heard that Mr. Shakes-peare was a natural wit. without any artnt all: he frequented the plays all, hlnyounger time, but In his elder davs livedat Stratford and supplied the stage with,two plays every year, and for that hailan allowance so large that he spent atthe rate or JCl.COO a year" which In thosetimes was a very considerable amount,

corresponding perhaps to 3.000 or 1 M0 cf
Verily "A Merry Sleeting-.-

Another extract ran as follows: "Shakes-
peare, Drayton and Ben Jonsoirhad a mer-
ry meetiny, and it seems, drank too hard,
for Shakespeare died of a fcavour thero '

contracted." In those times, said Mr. Owen.-I- twas customary to call obscure diseases"rcavours," just as they were now-- called
"Influenzas" or "neuroses." but whateverthe actual cause or Shakesneare's deathmight have have Iieen it was evident thatlocal tradition ascribed It.rightly or wrong-
ly, to the effects of that "merrv meeting."
And doubtless It was a "merry meellng.'-On- e

hail only to think ot thee three cheery
friends together. Shakespeare. Ben Johnson
and Drayton, to be assured that it was. A.pity, however, that AVard, unpercelved.
rould not have been there with his notebook.

KITCHENER ASA DETECTIVE.

Beenme an Arah to Test the Justice
of the Arrest of Two

Others.
From M. A. P.

General Sir Herbert Kitchener, the sir-
dar commanding the Anglo-Kgyptl- ex-
pedition in the Soudan. Is evidently a man
of resource, if a story told of him be true.
The sirdar is a tall, dark skinned man
who In disguise would easily pass for a.
native, and r.ls knowledge of the character
of the tribes, and of their language, gives
him an advantage in dealing with thopeople.

At one of his camps on the Nile, so
runs the story, two Arab date sellers were
on a certain occasion arrested, being sus-
pected or being spies. They were conflned.
In the guard tent, and were not Wt long"
alone, for soon after their detention a third
Arab prisoner was unceremoniously bun-
dled into the tent.

Thereupon an animated Jabbering began,
and was carried on for a few minutes.
The two prisoners were by no means reti-
cent In the i.resence or one of their own
race, who was. like themselves, a prisoner,
and they let their tongues wag fast.'

After a few minutes' conversation thesentry was surprised to sec the latest ar
rival draw aside the door and step out. I

"All right, sentry," he sold, "I am going-j- J I

MUNICIPAL TROUBLES IN DAWSON CITY.

It was Kitchener, and he had himself
Investigated the case to see that justicu
was done.

A few minutes more passed, and again
the door was opened. This time an orderly
appeared. He handed a spade to each of
the prisoner, and they were then march"!outside, mad? to dig their own grave, and
shot. They were, in truth, as had been
suspected, spies, nnd the general had con-
vinced himself of the fact.

llich In Information.
From JIJ-Blt- i.

Stranger "Beg pardon, sir. but you have
It In your power to do me a great favor,
and one that I will gladly repay."

Bankrupt (sadly) "1? I am afraid you
have made a mistake. I am of no ue to
anybody. I hnvc Just failed for JKv.ttW, with
no assets." .

"So I heard." -
"You know It. and yet you say I can bor service to you?"
"Yes. sir. I beg you will not refuse."
"Rut what can a miserable bankrupt

like me do tor anyone?"
"I want you to tell me. sir, how you got

so mucn creuii.

j--

M SHALL I PRESENT THE CROWN?"
Midnight Sun. published at Dawson.)

dates for the council have not expressed
themselves, as the selection for mayor Is
at present the all absorbing topic. As for
the dark horses, they are ever an anhoving factor In' the making np of slates.In a few days several candidates will an-
nounce themselves for the mayoralty andthen the canvass will be on.

The bees have Increased In the hive ofhuman possibilities. They hava gathered
In swarms about the heads of several ofour Illustrious residents and the question
arises, to whom shall the title of darkhorse descend, and upon whom shall the)queen bee alijlu as her selection-fo- r fay.
oritc suitor? - ,

.... II, JT-.- .


